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MASTER: There is a man in the kitchen. 1 
would have you understand | cannot allow strangers 
in the house» 

MAID: He's no stranger at ali, sir. I’ve known 
him five years. ' 
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OM the moment of mixing 
to the pleasing finish, Robia 
Starch is helpful. Here are some of 
the reasons for Robin's reputatioa. 
. It is easy to mix. 
. It does not stick to the iren. 
. It contains the gioss. 
It can be used for ail purposes 
for which Starch is needed. _ 
Use a 


ROBIN 


STARCH 


and you will discover other 
advantages for yourself. 


Seld in I}a., 2¢d. Bd. & 10d. Boxas, 


RECKITT & SONS, LTD. HULL. 


MAlakers of Zebo Liquid Grate Polish, 
Brasso, Zebra Grate Pelish, ete. « 


YHIS IS : | 


The Liquid Grate Polish 
in a Sprinkler Tin—which 
if, is satisfying the desire of 
British Housewives for a 
quicker way of polishing 3 "ee 7 A| 
their stoves and grates. The | . = aS mph) | 

polish comes quickly—lasts | Go | Z 
long—and is intensely black. 


ZEBO 


® . ° 7 rf ’ ue 
Liquid Grate Polish de 

q | This is the polish 
EASY, QUICK & CLEAN for you. 

| Of ea ‘ae may think a 

judiced, but just let 
RECKITT & SOMR LTD. Soe pnp ge 
Mahkere of Robin Starch, Rectitt’s — house, and see how quickly and 


Bins, Braces Metal Polish, ote. — | a easily I do it—and what a shine! 


f (Ring A. GTURMEY J ARCHE cecxstPasore.irD.su.arosoon. YF 
fe | BICYCLE PEED GEA Makers of Zebra Grate (olin i= 
of and keep / 


your youth, 


Please mentian thie 


READ 
Biter eecions 
CROOK. 
SEE PAGE TEN. 


OF A 


te 7S pug gps World, post 
6s. ; 12 months (inelud 

(Pbers), ras. Jw stamps or P.O. 

~PRirtors, ‘TR SLOPRRIES,” a Wom Orrics 

RT, Fiest Staret, LONDON, 


fey Cards and Comients Bills will be sent post free 
th, ‘Wsagenis on application. Reading Cases, fres of 
noe to Hotels, Restaurants, etc. 


i vecrcndcn wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be 
ig med, must enclose a stamped envelope large enough 

4 Contain the contributions submitted. nder no 

a conditions will attention be givem to work sent 
®napproval. Do not enclose loose stamps, 


- 


Beaxinc THINGS EASY. 


i A, . 
ee thoroughly understood one another and 
a the bare truth. 

“Then you really feel for this other man what 
“May call a grande/passion?” he asked with a 
Micat stnile. 

+ Yés, ” she answered, playing with a simple gold 
"Ble which looked strangely odd and insignificant 
; her display of diamonds, 

4 - Tthought you did really care for me.” 

DM, Yes; I honestly didn’t accept you because you 
At e » millionaire.” 


No; \I thought ours was true love—at first, 
St ‘ 


‘With the usual result—six months of delirium, 
’ ed by another six of uncompromising discom- 
a She said with a mirthless laugh. 

Not as bad as that, surely... I’ve let you go 
way and I’ve gone mine. The world thinks 
Are a model of engaged couples, That's all that 

Ba tires We haven’t really had such a bad 
: © But what about Trevor Gray? Is it really 
~ rious?” 

hod of her head was the answer. 
7 oS € man pondered deeply. 
‘ en why not marry him?’ he queried. 
nn Impossible,” ahe said  laconically. *“ Poor 
°r hasn’t a brass sou. It would mean love in 


—" and that pill would require a deal of 
: 


Pr ] 
¥ 


np 
4 , “Who is she?” the woman asked abruptly. 
__ Mildred Grosvenor.” 


Ai ‘Hm! Good taste on vour part. That helps 
a “olay I wouldn't have cared to be succeeded by 
atap.” 


-“What did you say was the name of Gray’s 
rr?’ 

at didn’t say. It happens to be Parr’s.” 

“Good! How much did you say?” ‘ 

\ ,,+ didn’t-say; but ten thousand——” 

Ah! Goon-aight.” 


if * * . 


Mein g pocket-book. 

Visit to the club followed 

“a “Please place to the credit of Mr. Trevor 
De: om the sum of ten thousand pounds, 

Pete man’s writing seemed to be cramped and 
“4, ra A messenger-boy, and the packet was on 


nw 
; Ay man drove to his bank and came out with 
‘A 
! 


- * * oa * 
a © “jilted” man received the world’s sympathy 
8 hecoming dignity 
toe X months passed—and there was a double wed- 
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A TRUE ARTIST. 


ae Haven't you noticed how quick-witted I am?’ 
: n the Sly asked the girl who played a thinking part 


© burlesque. 
Man Your Quick-witted?” inquired the stage 
a4 i ay somewhat dazed, “How do you make 
$7 i. 
é ™ 4 Wey sweetly replied the ingenne, “to think 
s ig to act,” 


THE SWING GIRL, 


Jot 


HE HAD BEEN THERE, 


A young lady asked a celebrated astronomer 
whether he thought the moon was inhabited or not. 

“Madam,” he replied gravely, “there is one 
moon where a man is always found.’ 

“Which is that?’’ 

“The honeymoon.” 


)o( 


RHYMES OF THE TIMES. 


BY OUR “HALF-HOLIDAY” RHYMBTER. 


BETWEEN THE ACTS, 


Between the acts the rustle goes 

Through all the house; the gossip flows; 
This actor's praised, and that abused; 

My lady's bored, my lord’s amused 

With mimic joys, and mimic woes, 


The manager behind the rows 
Of crowded seats struts out and blows 
With fact and fancy finely fused, 
Between the acts. 


Behind the curtain Madam Rose 
Is fitting on her silken hose, 
And padding out—she is accused— 
Whére naturé rudely has refused 
To bless Her—but that no one knows 
Betwoen the acts, 


READ 
BURGLAR BILL’S. 
LAST CRIB. 
SEE PAGE SIX. 


‘*‘] HAVE A SONG TO 
SING, HO!’’ 


By “THE BARD.” 


NOBODY KNOWS BUT MOTHER. 


How many buttons are missing to-day? 
Nobody knows but mother. 

How many playthings are strewn in her way? 
Nobody knows but mother. 

How many thimbles and spools has she missed? 

How many burns on each fat little fist? 

How many bumps to be cuddled and kissed? 
Nobody knows but mother. 


How many hats has she hunted to-day? 
Nobody knows but mother. 

Carelessly hiding themselves in the hay? 
Nobody knows but mother. 

How many handkerchiefs wilfully strayed? 

How many ribbons for each little maid? 

How, for-her care, can a mother be paid? 
Nobody knows but mother. 


How many muddy shoes all in a row? 
Nobody knows but mother. 

How many stockings to darn, do you know? 
Nobody knows but mother. 

How many little torn aprons to mend? 

How many hours of toil must she spend? 

What is the time when her day’s work shall end? 
Nobody knows but mother. 


How many cares does » mother’s heart know? 
Nobody knows but mother. 

How many joys from her mother love flow? 
Nobody knows but mother. 

How many prayers by each little white bed? 

How many tears for her babes has she shed? 

How many kisses for each curly head? 
Nobody knows. but mother. 


Jol 


IDLE THOUGHTS. 


There is only one thing which, properly speak- 
ing, always has its face value, and that is a kiss. 

Do not confine yourself to your own learning, 
for \they were born in another time. 

It is as dificult to effect suitable matrimonial 
matches as it was to divide the Red Sea, 

When he was a puppy I fed him, and when he 
became a dog he bit me. 

One touch of nature makes the whole world 
blush. . 


GRANDPA; Why do you build a castle of sand, AY 
my dears? Don't you know that the water will 
s00n wash it away? . 

YOUNG HOPEFUL: Then why does nurse put RY 
soap On our faces? 


PAGE FOUR 


THE HALF-HOLIDAY. 


HOW A SOCIETY SCANDAL WAS AVERTED. 


HIS is the way 
in. which I 
became mix- 
ed up in the 

Warrington row: 

I one day received 
from Dolly Warrington 

a letter in which she 
asked me to come to her, 
From the hastily-scrawl- 
ed sentences that fol- 
lowed I knew what had 
happened. Tom War- 
rington had found out 
what everyone had 
known for |two seasons. 
We had all pretended 
not to, though, for when 
a man refuses to see 
through his wife’s pla- 

tonic friendship for a 

young, good-looking man 

five years her junior, it 
is bad form for other 
people to have too much 

“ visionary acuteness. Be- 
sides, in Society it makes 
one feel more comforta- 
ble to know that there 
are others of us whose 


dwellings are of crystal, ‘ 
I don’t know why I liked Dolly so much. We 
met ata boarding-school and were great chums. 


when I married him, and we lived together five 
years. Then he died and left me a rich widow. I 
suppose we were happy. Of course, he was unfaith- 
ful. Before he died I cared absolutely nothing 
about him. If he had had any depth or truth 
about him he would have been magnificent, I sup- 
pose I expected too much. ~ 

Dolly married Tom Warrington—dashing and 
daredeyil—a hunter of tigers and lions, a gallant 
like a hero in a book. They looked adorable on 
their wedding-day- Dolly and hé and I wondered 
if it would be the same old story with them in a 
year or two. After a while little Allie was born. 
Then Tom grew careless in his conduct, and finally 
Dolly and he settled down to that state of polite 
misery that, nine out of ten married couples 17 
Society accept as their portion, living together under 
one roof thousands of miles apart. 

I never knew what Dollie could see in Reggie, 
except that he had a vast fund of affection in his 
make-up. All the women in our cet had found that 
out, and we made a pet of him for a while. Then 
he-and Dolly began one of those close friendships 
that some husbands smile upon, He was her com- 
panion at the opera. They motored, rode, and even 
lunched and dined together at the West End 
restaurants. 

When I reached Dolly’s house they showed me 
up to her room. She lay in bed, poor liftie manner, 
with her eyelids red from crying and her golden 
hair, that she had been touching up of late, out- 
spread in disorder on the pillow. She began to sob 
hysterically as I came in the room. The big cheval 
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small place like this? 


eo 
oo —— re. 


YOUNG LADY (who has been told the ship lying out is a battle cruiser): 


—_—=> 


But what is it doing at a 


ANCIENT MARINER: Oh, just picking up a bag of coal. 


Dolly was rich and I was comparatively poor, and 
Dolly was queen of the wealthy clique of girls. She 
was one of those frivolous, kittenish girls that a 
sensible girl envies. A sensible woman knows that 
the more sense she has the less attractive she is to 
‘men. And I used to wish I was like Dolly, and 
didn’t know how to spell, I simply longed to be as 
superficial in my feelings. Dolly’s soul was as 
blonde as her curls: 

I spent the summer holidays at Dolly’s home, 2 
magnificent place on the Thames. There I met 
Dolly’s big brother—a sunny-faced, blne-eyed, hand- 
some fellow, who fell in love with me. ‘I loved him 


glass frame of ivory stood in its place, but the 
mirror was gone. I raised my eyebrows at it. 

“Tom—smashed it,” she sobbed. ‘He shot 
around this room as though he were on a prairie. 
There are two bullets in the panel of the mantel— 
and—there are two in Reggie’s shoulder. Oh!—you 
have no idea—Jeanne—it was awful! I wish I were 
dead! You see, I thought Tom’ was on his way 
yo P 

“Never mind the details, Dolly,” I said dryly, 
“they are always unpleasant and inartistic. Some- 
times they verge on burlesque. What does Tom 
pay?” 


had meant it he had 


JUNE 


go, 198 


“Oh! he’s gone—he’a gone for ever, he eay® yo 9 
is going to divorce me, as though I were @ 


fight him! 
he’s been running after. 
“Oh! wmwonsense!” I said. 


Think of Allie. 


You must bring him back. 


you can tell him. 


care about me: 


Tul bring up that Lawson womal Be 
I'll disgrace him. 
“Don’t be ow 
rat ; ‘ = a 

he thing is to stop this aay 


08 a8 
foo" 
ce 


It’s done over pint? 
Tell him—tell him—why, there are a hun 


Swear to them!” 
“Oh! Tom isn’t like that. 
It’s his honour! 


Bah! 


"t 


ide 
y pe 


think of his honour when he made love to ™ ess 
Think of it! Nothing will move him. I've “opt 
—on my knees—! He’s like a rock. He 
budge! He says he’ll take Allie.” oi 
“Rubbish! He’s a man. I wasn’t mart? 5 Pe 
Charlie for five years for nothing! Wait! i” piP 
see. There must be some way to appeal 
Let me see. Where is he?” pid 


“ He’s over at the Arlington. 
bags packed and taken there three days 28% 
written him and telegraphed him twenty time? 


2 ie 


He’s never answered.’’ 
‘“H—m—m,” I said, 
I was thinking. 


I had just recalled 


gin 


¥ 
* 


He says a Sg" 


He had all ye ; 


episode—a dance that I had -sat out witb of 
Warrington nearly two years ago’ at Scarbo™ ig BP 
course, he had not meant what he said. 2” a8 a 


chance! 


“Cheer up, Dolly,” I said. 
of this scrape. Trust me, 
in that frame and send for a doctor. 


fully ill—you understand. 
morrow.”’ 


forgotten. 


t 
a 


Well, it ™ 2 ’ 
ou * 
“ T’ll get y' pao : ‘ 
Get the glass ui ree” 4 
Be iO F 
He'll be back bet? © = 
put { 


“You don’t know him.” she said wearily: 
there was a glimmer of hope in her eyes. ; 
“I know his 8 ¢hé 


“TI think I do,’ I said. 
That evening, 
Arlington. 


my wardrobe. 
it was beautiful. 


just before six, 
I had put on a most gorgeous 
sO gorgeous that it had hung unworn for 
It had seemed theatrical to ™® ,j9" 
It was a draped robe of 


’ 


I drove | wv 


A 


g? 
eck at 


gle 


mering violet satin and crepe and silver 5P% Jof? 
It hung from the low corsage like a sheath. 


all my diamonds. 


I pinned them in my 


aod 


hung them on my breast and clasped the™ 


arms. 


with a faint sweet iris 


exude an odour that was intoxicating. 


opera cloak of white, lined with ermine, a? 
note 


bouquet of purple orchids. 


I sent a 


Tom, and was taken immediately to his r 
seryants at the Arlington are trained to s8€ 


prised at nothing. 


“Well, Jeanne,” said Tom. 


He was dressed for dinner and looked B® 
His face was white, and that 


than ever. 


jaw of his made me quake for a minute. 
“Tt’3 about Dolly,” I said. 
I threw back my cloak and sat down. 


eyes dwelt approvingly, and a trifle inquiri® 


my gown. There was never a crisia in 
that would blind him to a pretty womanl- 


put on a little extra rouge and just toue 
He took that in, too- 


lashes with black. 
“Damn her!” he said. 


It was unpardonable, but I was glad he 
for it proved that he regarded me as a relat 
“Let me take your cloak,” he said, “or ® 
He leaned over my sb 


going somewhere?”’ 


his bold eyes flashing a glance that was * 


and a compliment in one. 


ba 
I got. my maid to rub my shoulders 204 ax? 


water that made th® ry 
I put Oye 
g/t" 
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r 
“You look eupe 


night, Jeanne,” he whispered. 


I almost chuckled. He was the some ? ou 
“T have an invitation for that dance. °F 1g@ 


or whatever it is, at the Vance studio. 


ing, aren’t you? 
about Dolly, Tom.” 


“T’ve done with her! I don’t want to 


to take this attitude? 


“That's altogether different. 


Just think!” 


I shall dine at Verey’s arst. 
a 
talk po 


Think 


ya 2° fr 


won’t let the child stay under that roof fF 


day. By—” 
““Sh—h!”” 


I went over and helped myself to 00° 


Turkish cigarettes. Then I lit it and nae 
arm of his chair. 
“Tom,” I said, “you’ve got to 


(Continued on page twelve.) 


He looked at me curl? 


drop 


4, 


of 


IY) ce 
AE: 
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| 
dees 
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ot” be a 


po ; 


her. She’s always been a fool; but I thous “ 
was the worst. I tried to shoot them and oo 
Allie’s photograph on the dressing-table: of 
hand shook like a woman’s. Don’t talk 
She’s—s——” 

- “Sh-h—h! Just think a minute. Bar? goth ; 
been such a faithful husband that you Sa 


SS ee a 


of se ae 
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of Eyes like diamonds, teeth like pearl; 
re How'd you like to be a ballet girl? 


ted i've just seen Mrs. Newlywed, and she can’t swim. 
bar HE: perhaps not; but she knows where to buy the most attractive 
ah ‘ng costumes. 


THE HALF-HOLIDAY. 


PAGE FIVE 


KITTY: | do believe there’s a man looking at us, ek EE 
CARRIE: That’s g00d; now one’s started there will soon be a crowd. 


“AN AUTOMOBILE, 
HORN UNDER A 


BoARD! How 
SINGULAR * 


Goodness knows, his wife did everything she could to keep him off 
the newly-painted steps. 
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THE TALE OF A HUMAN DERELICT. 


: LONDON on a black and dirty night. Through 
the murky gloom the flaring lights of a gin shop lit 
up the gaunt forms of the foot passengers. who 
emerged swiftly from the blackness like spectres, 
and vanished into it again as quickly. The passing 
_glimpse revealed the social status of the locality; 
the hungry, eager look on the faces of most of them 
proved them to be mere human derelicts, these phan- 
toms of a Shoreditch bye-street. 

Across the road a dim ray of light peered 
through the crevices of a shuttered window. With- 
out the building was black, and held its secret well, 
but inside all was life and activity. The members 
of the Nighthirds’ Club, were holding their accus- 
tomed revel before setting out—some of them on 
employment that shrunk from the light of day. 
Thick clouds of tobacco smoke filled the room; 
coarse oaths mingled with boisterous mirth and 
jeers and the clanking of tin mugs upon the wooden 
table. 

In the corner a dark, bearded man crouched 
with his wild eyes fixed in a stare upon the flaming 
gas-jet, until a remark made to him caused him to 
turn his attertion to the crowd of figures gathered 
round the table. 

“ Blowed if you ain’t quiet to-night, Bill! 
the blues, or what? Come, wake up, man, 
don’t sit staring like a bloomin’ lunatic!” 

The jeer remained unanswered, and the speaker 
assumed a gentler tone. 

“Mell us your tale, if you’ve got one, Bill. You 
was always a bit of a mystery wiv us Nightbirds, 
and maybe you’re thinking of something we'd like 
to ’ear.” 

The person addressed got up slowly and came to 
the edge of the table, where he dropped into an un- 
occupied chair. His demeanour betokened better 
breeding than his fellows: some might have said 


Got 
and 


that he had struggled with en unlucky fate and 
lost. " | 


“Yes, I am thinking,” he drawled. “It was 
three years ago to-night.” 

The others settled themselves in their chairs and 
looked towards him. 

“I wasn’t always a blackguard, boys. It’s a 
curious life, mine’s been, but I’m not ashamed of it. 
And so you shall hear my yarn, if it'll amuse you. 
I’m @ parson’s son, brought up by good parents who 
lived an honest life. At eighteen I was put into a 
city warehouse to learn the trade. I got through 
my apprenticeship, and was in due time drafted into 
the office, where I soon found favour with my em. 
ployers because I worked hard and meant to get on. 
And I did get on, too, for ere I was twenty-four I 
became senior clerk, Then I got into bad company, 
robbed my employers, was arrested, and sent to 
prison. ’ 

“At length I, came out of quod, three months 
before my time, on account of good conduct. T 
meant to go to America and start afresh, almost 
forgetting that I had ever lived before. . But there 
was one point I had overlooked. I had to undergo 
a year’s police supervision, which made it impossible 
for me to leave the country. During that time I 
was to pick up a living somehow, without a char- 
acter, and with the police doing their best to drag 
me down by informing my employers that I was ai 
ticket-of-leave man. As fast as I obtained work 
they drove me out of it, and then began a weary 
search for any menial labour that would bring me 
bread, with no character to show, which means star- 
vation in a world ‘that boasts honesty, but seldom 
practices it, 

“Then came the next temptation. One night 
I dropped into a little tavern down near Woolwieh 
to obtain some bread and a glass of ale, and there 
I met a man who had served his time at the same 
prison as myself. He, too, was a ticket-of-leave 
man, but he had gone back to his old occupation or 
crime. Directly he saw me he came across, and, 


chapel hovel by the light of a penny dip I 8° ino 


Jt 90, 9 


taking my arm, led me out into the open air, 
**Vou're starving,’ he said. ough a 
“*Next door to it,’ I replied truthfully ¢” a 
‘A little more of this and then--Waterloo pridé wv 
“*Poor beggar! But I;ean put you oF ay 
good thing. . I know a house up Hampsteat qrabe 7) 
Easy to get into and a fair amount of loot. 
the job?’ 2 
“T hesitated a moment, and in that momen! vn, 
lost. I was hungry and desperate, mad if you 
“*T'll take it!’ broke harshly from my lip* 4iP" a 
“Good man! But fifty per cent, for the : 
mind,’ he said. ‘Fernlea, Holm Place, is Veda if 
dress. Ive watched it well for a long time, ltt 
you go between 11,30 and 1.30 you’ll have no aiffic yw 
The boss is doing the “loose,” and never CO?" 40 
before 1,30 in the morning, while the missus nol? 
bed about eleven. Here's a paper with the Cs 
plan on it, and here’s my address. Meanwhile i: 
zot other fish to fry.’ , aint 
“T crushed the paper in my palm, and, grAPP or! 
his hand, departed without a word. In 2 


the plans, and the next day went to look aat® 


house in daylight. It was detached, and the , of 
trees at the back would afford excellent shelté pad 
night. My mind was made up; a paternal law ort 
transformed a hesitating man into a harden 


minal, jot? 
“Night fell, and I stole out upon my nefa? 180° 

errand. At half-past twelve I reached the ont 

The night was dark, and the wind blowing # T 


- Ap yall 
the trees drowned all noise I may have mane my 
passed across the lawn, no sound coming frot pi ett. 
india rubber shoes, then reaching a drat? or # 


scaled, cat-like, up it on to the pantry roof- ous! i 
jing out a hand I touched a window, th gf 
which I was to pass. Five minutes later the tt sf 


was out, and I stood in a dark and empty ToOM ne “A 
was in the adjoining chamber that, according a ii 
plan in my pocket, the plate was concealed, & oot 
went softly across the room till I reached the dene ; 
“ Slowly I turned the handle and moyed int? “y, | 
black corridor, Inch by inch I crept alone 40 
until, on turning the corridor, .a light came er 
my view. . A door’ was slightly open, and I wil 
still and listened. Above the thumping of mY nd 
boisterous heart I heard another sound—the 
of sobbing. vice 
“T stole forward and looked through the ¢ ple 
A child lay back asleep, and bending over y 


(Continued on page fifteen.) 
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: HE: You have broken the promise that you made me, 
a , SHE: Never mind, dear, Il make you another. 


NOTHING OF HIS THERE: 
pestle Tie * 
Smith had married money, and ae ’ 
Smith was particularly fond of rem ae 
ing her husband that the silve? 
hers, the furniture was hers, the vi 
noforte was hers, and so on, until Pel 
Smith almost wished he had m@** 
a girl without a penny., «pts 
During the course of a recent were q 
however, Mrs. Smitli awoke, | jne 
strange voices in the lower part ® net 
house, and, vigorously punching 
husband in the ribs, called: 
“John, get up! There are DUT , 
down below!” ; 
“Eh?” inquired Smith, sleepily: ra e 
“ Burglars downstairs!” shriek ; 
Smith. 
“Bureglars!”’ said Smith, as he gah 
over. ‘Well, let ’em burgle! 
nothing of mine there!” “j 


~. 


gia? 


arm nat 4 


Rp 
RESPECT THE RIGHTS OF LaBoy 
ry’ ie 
Clerk: I want an increase of Saher z 
Employer (wearily): All right: a 
thing else? 
“And I waht to get off 
lier every day , so that'I can spe” 


~ eat it 
an hou! it.’ 4 


snmp ‘ j 

‘WHO TOLD You THAT? : 
Ethel:My new teacher’s awfully ™ Pras 

Mother: Hush! You must? 

that! eink 

“Well, she is, What do, you pet ae 

She’ borrowed my knife to a ree 

pencil to give me a-bad mark W*™ Rene 
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y P.Cc. DABBS STOPS A SCORCHER, 


DABBS had begun t0 
think that there was n0 
scope for a really able man 
| in the police force. He was 
still sure of himself, but 
he was doubtful whether 
his duties could afford out- 
let for powers such as his. 
At this juncture he re- 
ceived the new instructions 
which aimed at the extinc- 
tion of the scorching motor- 
oyclist- He immediately 
took fresh views of life. 
Here was the opportunity 
he had long waited = for: 
Wo ‘yw Now hie superior officers 
«Wd see him in a true light! He would make the 
“gy, otcher’s ” Jot a most unhappy’ one. | Circum- 
"ce favoured him, too, for he had just been put 


% 
AB sy day duty. 


DOING THE THING IN STYLE, 


) 

"4 ans was in this frame of, mind—and the early 
gp 'Roon—that one day he stood within the shadow 
ie * doorway. Suddenly he heard a fierce yelping, 
4 if turned sharply in the direction of the sound., 
do heart gave a great bound, MHeedless that the 
Mh Was unmuzzled, he had eyes for one thing only. 
F n ® motor-bikes were approaching him at a rate of 
mt less than thirty-five milés an hour. . He was sure 
the rate, because he had himself ridden three 
Pad round a square last year. This was his 
Nce, So he stood warily wmiting in the shadow 
Wo 418s retreat. He would not be too precipitate; he 

“ld do the thing in style this time. 
They were evi- 
a Y rating! Dabbs noted the fact. Then on a 
;,“fen he launched Himself into the road—a_ blue 
Nan t°- But he had miscalculated. His extended 
chi just missed the back wheel of the first ma- 
Ne. Then he overbalanced, and fell right in the 
Ye} of the second rider. In vain did the unlucky 
the ist sound his horn and utter an appealing ory; 
Ng Collision was inevitable as it was violent. The 
; er shot over the handles—a speckled-grey torpedo 
i» S0egles—and alighted on the near pavement. 
; bbs sat up slowly. For the space of a second 
' Not _men sat looking at each other, but saying 

hing. ' 

INSULTING LANGUAGE. 


Then the man‘who had been riding found words, 
2 The devil!’ he ‘began, 
: sity Oh, he’s all tight,” broke in Dabbs, as he rose 
We y. “You just come along o’ me, young man, 
“Bs don’t encourage record-breaking in these parts.’’ 
of he you have enough to do with the perfecting 
| fig ots.” said the rider, getting to his feet doubt- 
ee “Look ’ere, young fellow,” ‘rejoined the -con- 
nit e, “I can understand you feeling a bit sore, 
fh that needn't prevent you keeping a civil tongue 
Ms Your head, Do you understand?” 
Vig No, I'm hanged, if I do understand the indi- 
iy! who chooses the middle of the road to sit 
be. that is to say, if drinking on duty is stil 
’ ‘Ubited.”” 
Nig TBat’s the. second time,” said Dabbs, “you'ye 
fj, Msulting language to an officer in the execu- 
~|, Of his duty.” 
7 Insulting my grandmother!” 


y. . No,” Dabbs interposed serenely, “I am not 
* Frandmother.” 


ha, Look here, constable,” returned the other, ‘I’ve 


in hough of this trifling. Do you know who I 
* sir?” 


A GOOD TURN. 


” 


mest Uhayen’t that pleasure,” was the urbane reply, 
«Um in no partic’lar hurry, thanks,” | 

Ah,” said the cyclist, more coolly, “TI see it’s 
i bette”, %° be annoyed with you; you know no 


ny ell, young fellow, I'l! teach you to know better 
hy ; to scorch on my béak—er, beat.” ’ 


The other laughed heartily. 

“My dear fellow,” he began. 

“Tm not your ‘dear fellow.’’’ put in Dabbs 
curtly, ““any more than I'm yeur grandmother. Not 
s0 fast with your names, young man.” 

“Well, constable,” resumed the cyclist, “it was 
foolish of me to be annoyed with you, and I should 
like to do you a good turn.” 

“Oh, yes,” interrupted Dabbs, with a broad 
smile; ‘“‘remember me in that will of yours, I sup- 
pose, if I look the other way while yéu ride off. No! 
try again, young fellow, when we get to the station. 
Come along, now.” ; 


’ 


ve “Gy, 
¥ 


pd 
dy SA AD My, . 


“Well,” was the reply, “if you. insist on it, it 
you will make yourself the laughing-stock of the 
force" 

ITS RIDICULE THAT KILLS, 


“What do you. mean?’ demanded Dabbs. “Me 
the laughing-stock of the ferce; how do you know? 
I mean I don't understand you!”’’ 

“Oh,” rejoined the other, smiling, as he handed 
the policeman his card, ‘this will explain, I hope.” 

Dabbs took the eard, loftily. ks 

““* Detective-Sergeant Close, Seatland Yard,’”’ he 
read aloud. Then his jaw dropped. 

“Do you know,” pursued the “ scorcher,” ‘ that 


- 
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you have stopped me in the execution of my duty, 
Constable——?”’ 

“Dabbs,” faltered the unhappy officer, in answer 
to the interrogative, 

“Tf I were to report this, Constable. Dabbs,” con- 
tinued the man, “and to say you prevented the 
arrest of a motor-cyclaathief——” 

“You won't, you won’t?’’ 
touchingly. 

“My dear fellow,” said the cyclist, this time 
without a2 murmur of protest from the constable, 
“you may rely. on me.” ' 

Dabbs thanked the man from the bottom of his 
heart. Yes, indeed, he went the whole depth of the 
eXpression. ; 

Meekly, too, he stepped into the road and picked 
up the fallen machine. 

“I don’t think it’s hurt,” he ventured humbly, 

“ All’s well that ends well,” said the other, with 
a parting nod as he rode off, 


TAKEN ABACK, 


Discomfited, Dabbs, resumed his beat, his head 
sunk upon his chest. At the corner of the street he 
walked into the arms of his inspector. 
taken aback, that he forgot to salute. 

“Constable Dabbs!” exclaimed the superior, with 
acerbity, 

‘‘Er—er—I’m sorry—i didn’t—I didn’t see you, 
sir,” stammered the constable. . 

“Do you know where your eyes are, sir?’ was 
the retort, “T can understand now how these 
robberies go on right under your nose——” 


“No; they ain’t there, cir,” ventured the con. 


stable. 
TAKEN IN. 


“There's another just reported to me,” continued 


the inspector. 

“Yes, another. \ Two’ motor-cycles this time.” 

- Two motor-cycles!’ gasped Dabbs. 

‘“Don’t repeat my words, man. What’s wrong 
with you?” ‘ 

“The card,” murmured Dabbs, involuntarily 
holding forth the pasteboard. } 

“The card?” repeated the inspector, taking it 
from the constable, , 

He read it. 

Then Dabbs quailed before his eye, 

“You greenhorn!” exclaimed the superior officer. 
“Do you mean to tell me that you were taken in by 
this?” 

He held out the card significantly. 

“Why,” he concluded, “the dodge was played 
out before you were born. You'll be Chief Com: 
missioner yet, Dabbs.”’ 


OLD LADY: Are you sure that the chicken is quite fresh? 


SHOPKEEPER: | can assure you, madam, that it breateed its last just as you oame along, 


interrupted Dabbs, 


He was 50 . 
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ABY: Vy,) sif, do you know, the ’eads of the National Gallery vould go mad if they ctald buy 
these from me, but because you ‘ave such a kind face | vill sell "em to you for next to nodings. 
WEALTHY CLIENT: Thanks very much, but !have no desire to go mad also. 


6 


aNry 


§ , 
4 bites , fh 
FATHER: My son, you have studied iaw with no result, Literature and | 
art have also been blanks for you. A¢ the trade school you also were & 
failure. 1 don’t see anything alse left for you bUtT polities! 


JUNE ®, 


TO MY SHY LADY: 
A little lady fair is shes 
Her tantalising air so fre 
Was more than | had rookon® 


Bewildered am }! with 


smiling, r 
net 
She's even now my 
beguiling, na 
it’s me whom she 
beckoned. . 
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VISITOR: You wouldn’t be where you are now, old chap, if it 
wasn’t for that wretched whisky. 
INVALID: Qui’ right, ol’ boy. 1 should be round at the Half Moon, 


(slightly out of hisdepth): 
Hi! don't you know the tide’s coming in, and 1 2an’t swim? 
What are you waiting up therefor? MONEYBAGS: You're easily the belie of the chorus. , 
ELEVATED ONE (complacently): Only a match; can you CANDID ONE: No, not easily; it takes me quite a long while to 
Sblige? “ make up.” ° 
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How You are Robbed 
in hOndon. 


Confessions of a Crook. 
————-}o( —-—_—- 
| BECOME A MATRIMONIAL AGENT. 


THERE were many reasons why I was compelled 
to give the more strenuous side of my profession a 
rest. 

London, it is true, is a large place, but when 
you are compelled to “work” as I was the West 
find, the time comes when too many people know 
you. Waiters and barmaids also have a magni- 
fieent knack of saying nasty little things and of 
dropping hints that put mugs on their guard, and 
although I had.had a wonderful run of luck, I 
was Commencing to feel uneasy about my personal 
safety, and therefore had to seek some lucrative and 
fairly safe method of making a livelihood that could 
not, however, be described as honest work. ! 

The result of my cogitations was that I resolved 
fo start a matrimonial ‘agency. ‘There are always 
millions of fools, I argued, who want to get mar- 
ried, A number of thém have means, and FE could 
see no reason why I could not get some of their 
money. Besides, I would be doing good to others as 
well as myself by bringing twin souls together, and 
thus shine for the first time in my chequered career 
as a benefactor to humanity and a true philanthro- 
pist! 

HOW IT IS DONE. 

I commenced business first of all in a modest 

way, taking a small office in West Kensington. 
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Then I had some circulars printed and envelopes doubt that in the very near future I would be ie. 
addressed to the cook and the housemaid, and Ien- to, introduce her to a gentleman with » VW 1 a 
gaged a man at 5s. 6d. per day to drop them into matrimony. game ' a 
the letter boxes of Belgravia and Kensington resi- Needless to observe, this introduction neve? : se “4 
dences. 1a | 


x : Eventually, however, some of the girls’ e™P 
These circulars announced that I had on my were informed of my circulars. 

hooks a number of chauffeurs, clerks, and artizans 

in receipt of good wages, retired tradesmen ‘and A SLICE OF LUCK. 

owners of small properties who wished to meet with 

domesticated young women with the view to matri- 

mony, 


Some eavesdrooping old mistress, 
opened one of my letters addressed to her 


housemaid and sent it to Scotland Yard. bY J 
1 f 4 } 
NTRODUCTIONS ARRANGED Fortunately, I had changed my name, aD 


: Needless to state, strict inquiries had been made great good luck a “split”? who did not now id ; 
into their character and bona fides, and I invited the personally ca¥ed to make inquiries. I put a oe . a 


cooks and ‘housemaids, to whom I addressed these face on the matter, and offered to personall¥ 8 fi mt 
productions, to forward their photographs, age. duce him to my clients, and all that, but i? nod , i, 


colour of eyes and hair, along with other particulars, impossible to allay his suspicions that mY Yin 
including a fee of 5s., after whtch I would be pleased was not altogether a bona fide one. ag ty 
to arrange an introduction with one of the desirable Eventually he said, “Well, I shall repor rie oe 
gentlemen on my register. you have told me to my superiors, and in yi 9 
It took several months to exploit the silly ser time let me advise you to be careful of the ¥ ' 
vant girls: of London, and during that period 1 re- which you conduct your agency.” _ 
ceived about £4 or £5 a day,in postal orders. me Ge 
The letters and photographs I received would NOT A MOMENT TO SPARE. ‘q 


have made an extraordinary volume, could any 


fe av ionifie: - As w i 
publisher have been found to take the risks of pub. He gave me # significant look and left. Les i ty 


as he had gone I glanced at my watch, ap 


lishing them it Pia) 
i ‘ j i iY . : ai y 4 
Some were impudent, some were pathetic, and so i. ey re - wee % si Pasion: an ™ + 
the way many of these girls tinburdened their souls my hat, jumped into a taxi, and. jp , Bt 
money I had in the bank out in the nick of  %. 


and private histories could not have been exceeded F 1 tg 
F oy A I then went back to my office, burned every ght hy 


by penitents in the Confessional! ‘ 

; of paper and every letter in the place, 10° geet ton 
“LONELINESS THE CAUSE. door, and departed owing a quarter’s rent, n ud a Dy 
fe ji A ; ( return, having previously clipped my 1lon¥ me 

I suppose the loneliness of their existence, which tions na’ alee ew Dosaible with dhe colies een * Fy 

is the horror of servant girl life, was the cause, for bed ; D Pigs y the a . * 
they seemed ready to jump at any straw to escape I then took another taxi, this time ore! 0 ed . 
End, where I was not known, where I ha “~ hy 


from the monotony of their friendless life. euit if y 
Every letter 1 briefly answerea, and regretted’) Shave and also purchased a loud check Co |. 


that although the description forwarded did not bowler hat, and so trusted to luck to avoid The 


exactly suit my clients’ requirements, T had no cation and arrest, a 
‘ ae 
ge 8 ee SS IS 8 d J , Nye 


A MEAN MAN. 


" A young man and a young woman lean over the 
front gate. ’ They are lovers; it is moonlight, He 
' is loth to leave, as the parting is the last; he is 
about to go away. She is reluctant to see him 
depart. They swing on the gate. 
“T’ll never forget you,” he says, ‘“‘and if death 
should claim me, my last thought will be of you.” 
“T’ll be true to you,” she sobs; “I'll never see 
anybody else or love them as long as I live.” 
They part. 
Six years later he returns. His sweetheart of 
former years has married. They meet at a party. 


She has changed greatly; between the dances the burn whiskers in the seat opposite. 
recognition takes place. think some thirty years ago when I 0a? cf 


6 tes 4 40 ‘AA 
“Tet me see,” she muses, with her fan beating a initials on the rude desk in the old counttY fail %,. 
tattoo on her pretty hand, “was it you or your house that I would some day grow up | 


brother who was my old sweetheart?” become famous,” )o(———_ Fi, 
“Really, I don’t know,” he says. ‘ Probably A GRAND SPEGIFIC, Bi : 
my father.” = r , 
Rt as Lady: Ah! I am in a very bad way, qos ot % be 
THE IRONY OF FATE, Doctor: Rest, your ladyship, is all tha o { m 
Aone eentintae prescribe. 1f , 
“Ah!” sighed the long-haired passenger, ‘how Lady: What! Is that all? And yet yt Yi, 
little we know of the future and what it has in store miserable. Just look at my tongue! uw ae th, 
’ for us.”’ Doctor: That, also, only needs rest, i | * 
“That's right,” rejoined the man with the au- ship: i 
)ox—— | 
THIEVES, RG 
— a i we <s 
I bid you, Conscience, -. i 
Tf any sin there eS 
In stealing from a robber pe ay 


koe a a Ts Oy aah | 


an aa ii / / - 7 Nis Wicaaases For, smiling and noid ne eA 
N//} 1\ iS \" She stole from me Rs a 
(a 


I 


YMG 2 t HELE Vii} The old bounder site 


Y , ; ae 
— — ae a , = : . ty nie Fi 
TL Milla Boy joe oat te 
, 


SHE: Where's the whitebait | told you to bring me? 
HE: Well, dear, the man said they were too young yet to leave their mother, 


Who boldly steals {tf 


For I am pleading guilt? pli® ie! 
To thefts of tran® Aliee pie: 
As when I stole from ante ® re 
That first and sweet" 
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A COLLarseR FOR FA 


Last Christmas Eve a youns p 
his doting father were seat wat 
known cafe, The old bOY wri of 
his successor against the © 


temperance. 0 sh 
“Never drink too much. my a ee 
gentleman stops when he... ra a 
enough. To be drunk is * © joll 
“Yes. dad; but how c@? 1 on ; 
I have had enough, oF © yr 
drunk?’’ i wit? BF 


finger. 
“Do you see those tw? 
in the corner? If you °° 
men there, you would : if 
doubt, intoxicated.” pore aed, 
The boy looked long and plow. 4 
“Vex, dad,” came the thet - 6 
nearly killed father: “PUY,” Xs a 
only one man in the corne™: ‘ be a 
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last I reely ‘ave ‘ad a night out, after 1 
Now ‘ow many mornin’s and afternoons orf, 
‘After all, ain’t so satisfyin’ as eyenin’ amuse- 


te Come about like this. 

4, °° leddyship sent for me in the mornin’ for a 
% ™ er poo-dor and after arrangin’ about dinner 
Ba era. informed me as she was interested 
AQ he-aytrical henterprise wot was bein’ carried 
1 yO in W’itechapel, at some the-ayter there. 

is Boer exackly a charitable affair, she ses, 
rh Ne the same time was supported by generous 
yy Wot was keen on intrerjoocin’ the best plays 
“m Workin’ classes. 

leg Right,” she ses, 


' “they\ are playin’ a piece 


he “Ghosts,” by Ibsen. I have a couple of 
W, for it, and I should like you to go with 
i] Thompson. He can drive the car, if he 


a 

) «,,Vhere he can park it.” 
By Wot do you say the play was called, ma’am?” 
Ay wks, 
4 Hosts,” she ses. 

y WS ell, ma’am,” I ses, “TI can’t say as. I’ve ever 
f ‘ty, Yeh likin’ for ghosts—not that I've eyer seen 
’ to, et’ nach’rally on the nervous side. But as 
ry, ly a play, an’ I shall ’ave the protection of 
invite, 


Marre shover, I'll accep# your kind 
iP, . “an’ risk it.’ 

yee CLOTHES AND THE WOMAN, 

» tould make myself as smart as possible, Mrs. 


‘ Bx, she ses. 
ryt Use me, ma’am,” I ses, ‘‘if the young shover 
+ 7 ‘) 


I ses, 


SQtisfied with the way I dresses ’e can git on 
t it. I’ve never dressed to attrack a man as 
Aq I.ain’t a-goin’ to start now. And that’s 

BLD Be 
. a) 8. ; 
Hy, °D't. be silly, Mrs, Brown,” ses ’er leddyship, 
f Ag to ‘split. “T wasn't thinking of young 
“th, °n, but of the fact that you will be sitting 
f Ap, Tehest ra stalls, where all the swells will be.” 
PX at's all right, then,” I ses. “I’ve never 


= 
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set my cap at anythink in trousers up to now, an 
don’t mean to. If they don't like me face, and it 
that ain’t enough for them, it shows their bad taste, 
that’s all,” I ses, “Wot is clo’es, arfter all? 
They’re on’y useful for wot they ’ide.” 

“Quite so, Mrs. Brown,” ses ‘er leddyship; “and 


in that respect, with regard to some people, they 
are very useful indeed.” 
I don’t quite know wot she meant, becos it 


sounded as though there was two ways of takin’ it, 
So I thought it best to say nothink. 
Well, I gits ready in good time, and about seven 


o'clock the young shover pokes ‘is ‘ead round the 
dore an’ ses: 

“Are yer ready, ma?” 

“Yore ma ain't ’ere, young man,’ I ses, “‘al- 
though I reckon it would be as. well if~ ashe was, 


sometimes,”’ 

“Touchy, ain’t you,” ‘e ses. 

“You touch me an’ see,’ I ses. 

“T'm a good mind to touch you for a quid,” ’e 
ses, “ seein’ as I’m takin’ you out for the evenin’. 
Any’ow, seein’ as we're goin’ to see ‘Ghosts,’ wot 
do you say to takin’ a bottle of cookin’ sherry with 
us in case we fee! faint?” 


MRS. BROWN SPEAKS HER MIND. 

“You mean young ‘umbug,” I ses, ‘ Shorely, if 
you take a lady out you can stand ’er a drink. If 
you think I’m a-goin’ to drink out of a bottle you’re 
very much mistaken. Ghosts or no ghosts, I’m not 
a-goin’ to carry no bottle. Sides,’” I ses, “ were 
could we drink it decent?”’ 

“In the car,” ’e aes. 

“Qh, all right,” I ses. ‘“’Ave it yore own way. 
But Il’ope it won't make you fresh. I’ve got me 
character to study,” I ses. 

“ An’ I dessay you find it ’ard work,” ’e ses. 

Well, we started orf, me settin’ beside ‘im, and 
on the way I ses: 

“Wot is this ‘Ghosts’ like?’ 

“’Orrible!” ’e ses. 


”, 
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“Do you mean it?”. I ses, 

‘Worse then ’orrible,” ’e ses.“ It’s shockin’!’’ 

“D’you mean the play, or the n’actors?” I arsKse 
"im. 

“The play,” ’e ses. ‘It ain’t fit for a respect- 
able party like you to see,” ‘e ses. ** Let’s go to 
the pieshers instead, an’ I'll ’old yore ’and.” 

“You'll ’old nothink 
w’eel,” I ses, “till we gets to the the-ayter,” I ses, 
“It ’er leddyship thinks the show is proper for me 
to see, it’s me jooty to see it.” 


A BREAK-DOWN, 

Jest then there was\a n’orrible noise of ma- 
chinery rattlin’, an’ the car comes to a dead stop. 
We was in a quiet street at the time, an’ the young 
shover jumps out an’ starts messin’ about with the 


ingin. \ 

“It's no go,” ’e ses presently “She won wv 
move. We shall ‘ave to leave ’er ’ere till she coola « 
down.” 


‘“Wot are we to do, then!” ¥ ses. ‘“’Ow fur are 
we from the the-ayter?” 

“About five mile,” ’e #ea. 

““And 'ow fur from ’ome?” I ges. 

“About the same,’’ ‘e ses. ‘‘I shell ‘ave to find 
a garridge, Lucky there’s a decent pub round the 
johnny ,’orner. Come on.” 

_ We goes in, and ’e sets me on a lounge an’ brings 
mea large port. Then ’e tells me to wait wile ’e 
finds a garridge. 

’Arf a hour arfter ‘e comes back. 

“Ts it all right?” I areks, 

“It'll take about a hour.” ’e ses. 
port.” 

So we sets there drinkin’ ports faster then was 
good for ’im, an’ chattin’ to some very pleasant 
people, until closin’ time. Not that I’d noticed the 
clock goin’ round. 


"Ave another 


ENJOYED THE NIGHT OUT. 

W’en I gits in the car I feels round for the 
sherry. The bottle was empty. 

“That mechanic must ’ave ’ad it, dam’ ’im,” ses 
the young shover. 

About five minutes arfter,, we was ‘ome, 

“That's a short five miles,’ I ses, ; 

*“Wot five miles?” ’e ses. 

‘“Wot you sed,’’ I ses. 

“Oh!” ’e larfed. ‘I was’ on'y kiddin’ you. We 
wiusn’t more’n a couple of ’undred yards from ’ome, 
if you’d on’y know’d.”’ 

“You never meant me to see ‘ Ghosts,’’’ I ses. 

“Quite right,” ’e ses. ‘‘ You're too young.” 

“Git away, with yon!"" I ses. But I couldn’t be 
cross with ‘im, becos arfter all, I ’ad injoyed me 
night out, ; 


* . a ee ———-———— 
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Jimmy: Ah, my pa’s gone to Rame- 
fate for a month, 
Willy: Pooh! that’s nothing to \crow 
about. Why, my pa’s' gone to Port- 
and for ten years, and -it ain’t going 
-o cost him nothing, and he’s going to 
earn seulpture work, too. 


SURGICAL APPLIANCES. 


ALL OUR GOODS ARE 
WARRANTED RELIABLE. 


We send to Adults only, best value for any 
remittance, and guarantee every article to be 
perfect, We sell the most reliable goods only. 


Complete list of all kinds of Surgical Goods 
sent post free to Adults only.’ Call or write, 


Hours: 9 a.m: till 8 pm. 
GEORGE'S SURGICAL & DRUG STORES, 


(A. S. Dept.), LTD. 
10 and 21, Green Street, Leicester Square, W.C.2. 


but that there steerin ‘ 
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Sn ca of pie 
th PHYLLIS (reclining): 1! domt see at all why people should have to pay for a marriage licence— 
_"®’S something mercenary about it. ; 


HER COMPANION: Oh, well, | suppose we must put up with it like the other taxes, 


SURGIGAL APPLIANCES 


A 
Our 1923 Tlustrated “Catalogue of Surgicul 
Appliances, Belts. Syringes, Blastic Hosiery 
Trusses, Suspensory Bandages, Enemas, and 
Surgical Goods of every description sent 
FRHE to any part of the world in sealed cover, 


SURGICAL APPLIANCES. 

We supply the best value for any remittance 

by return of post. All customers send” 

repeat orders. Ladies may write to the 

/ Manageress for advice ‘on all subjects. Call 

or write— 

MESSRS. A. L. HYGIENIC STORES, LTD., 

95, Charing Cross Road, 


London Serene era tres W.C.2. 
Phone : Regent 823. 'Grams: “Hygistor,” London. 
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© Strance People 1 ° 


Have Met. 


Nis thachiiteaeaduacnuisenicensindlel 
HOW 1! INTERVIEWED L! HUNG CHANG, 
By HIS INTERVIEWER, 


SOME years ago there was great excitement in 
financial and manufacturing circles in this country 
owing to the visit of Li Hung Chang, China’s 
“strong man,’ who had come to London to raise a 
loan, grant concessions and make huge purchases 
on behalf of the Chinese Government. 

Knowing that Li had amassed over one hundred 
million pounds out of pawnbroking—he had the 
sole monopoly of leueing money on pledges to the 
vast population of the Uhinese Empire—I wrote to 
him at the West Fnd hotel he had made his head- 
quarters for permission to interview him for my 
paper. 

AN EARLY APPOINTMENT, 

By return of post I received a letter to the effect 
that ‘‘ His Excellency would be. pleased to see me at 
5 sharp the following morning!” 

I sat up all night so as not to be late for this 
early appointment, and punctually as ,the clock 
struck 5 a.m. I presented my card, and was promptly 
ushered into the great Chinaman’s presence. 

Li was seated at the back of a large table strewn 
with papers. He was dressed in Chinese clothes 
and was dictating letters to two Chinese secretaries. 
He spoke a sentence to one man, and while he 
rapidly transcribed it in Chinese characters with 
a brush—not a pen—Ii dictated to the other, obvi- 
ously on a different subject! 

Li looked at me, smiled, and said something in 
Chinese, to which I bowed. 


HIS EXCELLENCY’S INTERPRETER. 

At this moment a young Chinese, in immaculate 
West End attire, entered and said in’ fautless Eng- 
lish, with a suspicion of an Oxford accent, ‘‘I am 
His Excellency’s interpreter. He wishes to know 
your honourable name and age.” 


THE HALF-HOLIDAY. 


I told him, and the interpreter translated my 
reply into Chinese. 

“His Excellency desires to know the name and 
age of your honourablé father, and if he is dlive,”’ 
was the next question. 

I gave him the desired information, 

The next interrogation struck me as being some- 
what rude: “Is your honourable father a respect- 
able man?” the smiling old Chinaman blandly in- 
quired through his interpreter 

“Certainly,” I answered somewhat nettled. 


IMPERTINENT QUESTIONS, 


“Then, if he is, why did he not teach his son a 
useful trade, instead of letting him earn his bread 
by asking people questions instead of minding his 
own business?” 

“But I’ve had no chance to ask His Excellency 
any questions,’ I responded. “T want to ask 
him what he thinks of Englishwomen.” 


ENGLISHWOMEN, THE PAWNBROKERS’ FRIENDS. 


A smile lit up his features as he conversed with 
his interpreter, who eventually said, ‘‘His Excel- 
leney thinks that if Chinese women were like the 
Englishwomen he has met and seen that he would 
be ten times as rich as he is! You know, he is a 
pawnbroker, and he says that English women wear 
such expensive clothes and lead such idle lives, that 
their honourable husbands must be compelled to be 
constantly pawning their property, which is very 
rood indeed for the honourable pawnbrokers! Any- 
thing else you wish His Excellency to tell you?” 


THE INTERPRETER GIVES LI AWAY, 


I asked something about battleships, armaments, 
and great guns, to which His Excellency replied 
that he had not formed an opinion as he had never 
seen them in action, but he doubted if they would 
make as beautiful a display as the fireworks he had 
witnessed at the Crystal Palace!” 

Before I could speak again a gong sounded, and 
I was ushered out by the interpreter, who inquired 
whether I would prefer “ coffee or whisky ” before I 
left the hotel. : 

Over a social glass he informed me that “Li 
spoke English perfectly,” and simply \used his ser- 
vices to interpret to give him additional time to 
think before he replied! 
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The Warrington Divot? 


(Continued from page four.) 
divorce business, Allie’s been under the swe yh 
with’ you for a good many years, and, is 4 
nothing really happened! Poor little poll¥ 
fool—but that’s the worst of it.’ 

I looked him square in the eyes and 
cloud of cigarette smoke up to the ceiliD® vet 
Jeaned over and kissed my arm. I had ne 
him do so before. “ 

“You've a good heart, Jeanne,’’ he said. i 
have you always thought so much about her pao 
not worth your little finger;: with all your mort 
ideas about loyalty to her, and all that. - be io? 
think I forget--that night when I made guch ee 
of myself.” I oe" 

I laughed and looked him in the eye fic: 
then that. Dolly was safe. r yor 

“I eare for her,” I said, ‘‘and—I care a 0" "i 
People don’t have to go into the divorce cou oe 
adays! I confess I used to have absurd sty por 
about stealing the husband of my achool-frie® rf 
I’ye been in Society two years since 
Now, I want you to promise me——” 

His eyes burned into mine, 

“T’ll divoree her,” he said. 4 
free you'll listen to me. Oh! Jeanne! if as zy 9 
for my—if you would believe me—I love yOU’ 
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“Maybe W? oe” 


walked across the\room and took up mY x, wo 4 
pi 


a 

you!| TI love you!” 1 Wi - 
He kissed me several times. It is Tom “ay * ; 
overdo things. I extricated myself gen oak ; 
~< 


though offended. He;followed me, 


; ; 4 , n't 
“Forgive me, Jeanne,” he said. “I could 


it! I love you!” 4o got 
“Then do what I ask you, Tom. ru a i 
thing to prevent this divorce.” 3008 si 
I raised my eyes to his for a moment, the a 
at the floor steadily. 4 ot ; 
He took my cloak and carried it to a, oo ; 
room, I could hear my heart beat. The? rr 


back, his face whiter than ever. ” vs 
“Anything?” he said. “Do you mea? 
I raised the orchids to my face an 
Tom laughed and touched the bell. 
“Then dine with me here,” he said; 
an excellent ehef !”’ 
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ART ENTHUSIASTS 
; “The age of it! Sublime!!!’ 


(looking at picturesque old cottage): ‘Lovely bit of form!” 
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“And the colour!:’ 
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FIRST ACTOR-MANAGER (addressing ditto, who has been making a great hit in the play of “Davia Garrick,’ under whose 
portrait he is sitting): D’you know, you look more and more like Garrick every day. 
3 SECOND ACTOR-MANAGER (highly flattered): Think so, old chap? 
> FIRST DITTO: Yes—and less and less like him every night. $a 4) ak. abet 
(4 > 
;. | ) 
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THE HALF-HOLIDAY. 


True Tales of Old London Town. 


Queer Characters and Incidents of a Hundred Years ago. 


17.—-GAMBLING HELLS IN 1823, 


THE open. manner in which gambling, accom- 
panied with cheating, was carried on in the me 
tropolis a century ago may be gathered from the 
following extract from an old book published at that 
period. 

“«Fishmongers’ Hall,’ or the ‘ Crock ’-odile Mart 
for gudgeons, flat-fish, and pigeons (which additional 
title that ‘Hell’ has acquired from the nature of 
its ‘dealings’) has recently closed for the season. 
The opening and closing of this wholesale place of 
plunder and robbery, are events which have assumed 
a degree of importance, not on aceount of the. two 
or thrée unprincipled knaves to whom it belongs, 
_and who are collecting by it vast fortunes incaleu- 
lably fast, but for the rank, character, and fortunes 
of the many who are weak enough to be inveigled 
and fleeced there. 

“The profit for the last season, over and above 
expenses, which cannot be less than £100 per day. 
are stated to be full £150,000. It is wholly impos- 
sible, however, to come at the exact sum, unless we 
could get a peep at the black ledger of accounts of 
each day’s gain at this| Pandemonium, 
though, of course omits to name of whom, as that 
might prove awkward, if at any time the book fell 
into other hands. ; 

“A few statements from the sufferers themselves 
would be worth a thousand speculative opinions on 
the subject; however, they might be near the fact, 
and they would be rendering themselves, and others, 
a vital benefit were they to make them. 


SOME TIPS. 

“Yet some idea can be formed of what has been 
sacked, but the simple fact, that one thousand 
pounds were given at the close of the season to he 
divided among the waiters alone, besides the Guy 
Fawkes of the place, a head servant, having half 
presented to him iast January for a New Year's 
Gift, A visitor informed me, that one night there 
was such immense play, he was convinced a million 
of money was, to use a tradesman’s phrase, turned 
on that occasion. This rum, thrown over six hours’ 
play, of 60 events per hour, 360 events for the night, 
will give an average sfake of £2,777 odd to each 
event. This will not appear very large when it is 
considered that £10,000, or more, were occasionally 
down upon a single event, belonging to many per- 
sons of great fortunes. Allowing only one such 
stake to fall upon the points of the game in favour 
of the bank per hour, full £16,662 were thus sacri- 


< 


which, | 


DEAR OLD THING: Is it rum that makes sailors’ voices so gruff? 


ficed; half of which, at least, was hard cash from 
the pockets of the players, excdusively of what, they 
lost besides. 

A DEN OF ROBBERS. 

“Now ‘that there -is a little cessation to the 
Satanic work, the frequenters of this den of robbers 
would do well to make a, few common reflections: 
that it is their. money alone which pays the rent 
and superb embellishments of the house—the good 
feeding, and the fashionable clothing in which are 
disguised the knaves about it—the refreshments and 
wine with which they are regaled, and which are 
served with no sparing hands, in order to bewilder 
the senses to prevent from being seen what may be 
going forward, but which will not be at their ser- 
vice, they may rest well assured, longer than they 
have money to be plucked of; and, above all, it is 
for the most part their money, of which are com- 
posed the enormous fortunes the two or three keepers 
have amassed, and which will increase them pro- 
digiously while they are blind enough to go. 

“to endeavour to gain back any part of the lost 
money, fortunes will be farther wasted in the futile 
attempt, as the same nefarious and diabolical prac- 
tices by which the first sums were raised, are still 
pursued to multiply them, One of these ‘ Hellites’ 
commenced his career by pandering to the fatal and 
uncontrollable appetites for gaming of far humbler 
game than he is now hunting down, whose losses 
and ruin have enabled him to bedeck this place with 
every intoxicating fascination and incitement, and 
to throw out a bait of a large sum of money wel: 
hooked, to catch the largest fortunes, which are as 
sure to be netted as the smaller ones were, 

‘Sum up the amount of your losses, my lords 
and gentlemen, wher, if you are still sceptical, you 
must be convinced of these things. Those noblemen 
and gentlemen just springing into life and large 
property should be ever watchful of themselves, as 
there are two or three persons of some rank who 
have themselves heen ruined by similar means, and 
now condescend to become ‘ Procureurs’ to this foul 
establishment, kept by a ‘ci-devant’ fishmonger’s 
man, and who are rewarded for their, services in 
the ratio of the losses sustained by the victims 
whom they allure to it. 

“They wish to give the place the character of a 
subseription club, pretending that none are admitted 
but those whose names are first submitted for ap- 
proval to a committee, and then are hallotted for. 
All this is false. In the first place. the members 
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JACK: No, ma’am, not exactly; it’s mostly the water they mixes with it that does that, 
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of different clubs are at once considered eit 
and, in the next, all persons are readily pn Ai f 
who are well introduced, have money t? “ “ict - 
whose forbearance under losses can be safely is ’ 
on. jet then 


“Let the 
call themselves 2 elub, 
still the honse having a bank put down fro™ whi 
day by the same persons to be played against i in8 
have points of the game in its favour, io » gue) 
but a common gaming-house, and indictable a Ta 
by the statues, and. in the eye of the : 
visitors are rogues and yagabonds. 

‘Were it otherwise, why do not the mem 
the club be seen at the large plate-glass W!™ 
the bow front, as well as the windows of t tne 
able club-houses? No one is ever there P igen : 
creatures of the hell, dressed out and ly ae 
with gold. ornaments ‘most probably former. 0 iy 
longing to unhappy and ruined players), t B ws in 
at them, and who look like s0 many jackd® Ta 
borrowed plimes; the players, ashamed of wh? 
seen by passers-by, sneak in and out like can Bs 
have burnt their tails, ont 

“Some of the. members of the different yp 
will soon begin to display the real characte? ~palt 
infernal place—those who will ultimately P& petty | 
to forsake their respectable elub-houses, 2 
into impoverished and undone frequenters 
hell. 


visitors pay a subseription— 


or whatever they “4 | 
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SLEIGHT-OF-HAND TRICKS. : with 
“The hellites at all the hells, not conten | 
the gains by the points of the games in fay ‘ i Se 
the banks, and from the equal chances, 4° 
to resort to every species of cheatine , {0 
‘croupiers’ and ‘dealers’ are always select pine 
their adeptness in all the mysteries of th€ ) BP 
art.  Sleight-of-hand tricks at rouge et | 
which they make any colour. they wish wit hi 
dice and cramped-boxes at French hazar "pw roe 
land any main or chance required—are al, " ; 
practice with perfect impunity, when every ones elif ] 
the bankers and croupiers, are in a state 

ium or intoxication. 


LOADED DICE. 

“About two years ago, false dice were 
at a French hazard bank in Piccadilly, 
the proprietors of Fishmongers’ Halt had 
A few noblemen and gentlemen -had pee a 4 
largely (it is said £59,000 among them), phe ine ; 
dice became suspected. One gentleman seit eb 
conveyed them away, and next mornin 
they were false. Were not things of this 
stantly done, it would be wholly impossible 
gentry, with all their great advantage? one 
their fortunes quite so rapidly. Whaf wit ore 


indeed, if any others could win but the , 
themselves.” Ue 
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e’ i ae RS rae eee Tare Se eee thine. ‘sl ed by decent and women, a crim 
jm = ee | thing, shunned by decent, men and women, a crit 

id ‘THE HALF-HOLIDAY " AMUSEMENT GUIDE, inal yet innocent—inno— ; 

He fell forward across the table. and his long 


Advertising Rates - - Six Lines Five Shillings, ‘arms, thrown out in a wild varoxys, sent a pewter 


tankard spinning to the floor. ‘The others rushed to 


Zt “iidena, % GRAND VARIETIES. hie"aife and bent ayer him. wet | 
r Desiy, $0008.30, und BAS. I reckon Bill’s cracked ’is last erib, said one, 
La y, 1 Seabiy as they lifted up the prostrate form from which the 
Seen. Prosramme changed weekly. life had fled. 
8) ~%, be. to Od., plus tax. Gerr. 5064. wh 

x Am pA Ri ap ad , aleap aliases 
‘ { ‘scum, Gerr. 7540, 

GRAND VARIETIES. A SURE CHARM, 

of ‘i Twice Daily, 2.30 and 7.45. ( 
of i thy —~ -— — ST ee ee. Tt was the dreamy hour when the Sunday dinne, 
ae | ERION. Nightly, 8.30; Tues., Thura., Sat., 2.30, having been eaten, is doing its best to digest itself, 
ae | Charles Hawtrey and the girls were talking in the hushed tones appro- 
a in priate to the occasion. 

J = JAGK STRAW, as Jaf just heard of a new charm to tell whether 

3 ena = ae <tat e anyone loves you; and, if gs 7 it, is,” whispere 
cin | Uke oF YORK’S. Gerr. 513. Fike: e loves you; and, if so, who it is,” whispered 
ps ELIZA COMES TO STAY. “ What is it?” queried Sophie, absently fingering 
Tue Evenings, 8.30; Mat., Thura. and Sat., 2.30. a new diamond ring. 

— pun » alee “Well, you take four or five’ chestnuts, name 
ihe P ANCE oF WALES. o ; Gnets: Aspentnnlt Joke, ee rea 9 some man you know, and then put 
19 CERES TEES em on the top bar of the fireplace, and the first 
nd SO THIS IS LONDON. a one that pops is the one that loyes you.” 
ge 4 Evenings 8,30. Mat., Wed., Thurs. 2.30 “H’m!” said Sophie. “I know a_ better way 
ioe hay — ~_—— — ><, than that). : 

YHOUSE. Nightly 8.30. Thurs. » Sat, 2. “Do you?” 

- Gladys Cooper in “Yes, indeed. 3y my plan you take one par- 
jb x MAGDAR ticular man, place him on the sofa in the parlour 
ns = — sit close to him with the light a little low, and look 


into his eyes, And then, if he doesn’t pop, you "ll 


/ |\ BxcrURE THEATRES. 
0 L Know it’s time to change the man on the sofa.’ 


PICTURE THEATRE, Kingsway. 
‘ke Daily, 1.45 to 10,30 (Sundays, 6 to 10.30). 
a Programme weer twice heii 
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? Ww At av, Rapbes St. Jim Trainor, ‘the dogman, recently received oa 
! 4 Continuous Daily, 2-11 (Sundays, 6-11), commission from a gentleman. to procure him a 
‘ Prices. 1s, 8d. to ba. (inel,). fine ‘setter dog. Trainor left the proposed pur- 


chaser of the canine in a well-known hotel while he 
went after the dog. Two hours passed and night 


it 7 cia 
Burglar Bill’s Last Crib. rer es getting dark,”’ 


a Lo companion. 


said the gentleman to a 
“T wonder why Trainor can’t show 


: 3 ‘ ~9?? 

oR), (Continued from page six.) up Gb the dog? ; 

ms eth Maybe he has to wait until after dark before 
¢ Bio h,. de of the bed was a woman, her head ‘buried “he can get iti” 

ne ‘ “a hands, and sobbing as if her heart would 

‘ ts + I'm a strong man, boys, but this woman’s vot Seg 

if AS Sent a shiver through me. I drew back, and 

é Need Soked again: retreated once mere, but. fasci- THE REASON, 

i 


i Nine + I peered through the opening for the third 
Ke has Then, as I did so, she looked up and wiped ‘T hear Highee left town rather hurriedly.’ 
ea *Yes, Heavens! was it some ghastly nightmare ‘Yes; he lost control of his motor-car.’’ 
y Ag Phantasy conjured up by the workings of my 


t 
4 Ny Ted nerves? My eyes bulged from my head, 


” in blood soughed in my ears; but it was real. The 
t aN “Nn who sat sobbing there was Ethel—the woman Pre-paid Small Advertisements. 
> a «yt best in the world. 2 Advertisements are received under the above 
| Ow long I stood there petrified by what I saw heading and inserted in “ The Half-Holiday ” at 
AM Ow not, but presently I heard another sound, the rate of Twonence ner Word. No display is 
Pytt for the nonce I heeded it not. Then I sud- permitted, and the publishers ebdive the right 
Mane, A4woke to the fact that heavy footsteps were of declining any advertisement which does not 
a ‘ "ring up the stairs behind me. I was trapped: meet with their approval. 
to turn back, but there was no escape, 80 Bi; 
om 1 in the corner, hoping that the light of the i The Minimum Charge for any Advertisement 
“ing candle the new-comer held would not fall is Two Shillings and Sixpence. 
The, 
} "Wasa man. He lurched from side to side, 


\ ai.” in drunken frenzy at the banisters as he J. B. WEDGE, ({Eetablished 1800), Manufacturers 
{ Ts, tp: Then, as he reached the head of the of Van and Lorry Sheets and Tarpaulins, Water- 
i » the light reflected upon his pallid face, and I DPreof Clothing. Marquees and Tente on Hire. 
i} § “% “Vin horror. It was Harris, and he had seen mai Pet ~ ria nf ay com Aenea 
a ei. 8, ry Oanvas an ‘ 
E T rushed through the first door T came to, but Busineas Signs, Mats and Matting, Banners, Decora- 
q wie ®Xcitement I had missed my bearings, and, ‘ ‘ions and Flags of All Nations.—Note the Address— 
Pong’? the window, I found that I had entered the %38, Walworth Read, London, 8.E.17. Telephone: 
ata Toom, and a fall of seventy feet awaited me op 1015. : 
ht aj mPted to escape. I flew back, but the house 
va Mogltrmed, and a shrill whistle was echoing 
’ A the silent building. The next moment 1 
* Reatighedegpsd into the arms of a man, A 
eS Wate low sent me reeling backwards; darkness, 
Ce ite 8nd impenetrable, swept across my eyes, and 
Aig Vig +. dow n—down, it seemed, into a never-ending 
‘4 
q ithe SPeaker had risen to his feet, and his long, 
ine Bice? ad reg clutched the edge of the table. His 
Ae ; ea Bo a shrill falsetto, and the perspiration 
a 
f 


BE HEALTHY AND STRONG.—Use Wareham’s 
axercisers ,and Developers. Obtainable at al 
uthletic outfitters. t 


, -PORTRAITS (by. am expert Artist and Academy 
Exhibitor) REPRODUCED FROM ANY PHOTO. 
GRAPH in Water Colour. Any size quoted up to 
and including 20in. by Win. All pictures guaran- 
teed perfect likenesses, and highly and artistically 
painted. Send P.O. (108. 6d.) and photo, with full 


rom his face. 
i thot Was innocent, boys, 1s innocent as the woman 


‘ | i ue stolen from me. Three years ago to- particulars, to—J PICKERING, 438, Norwood Road, 
a appened, and I got two years for attempted 3.E.27. Money returned if unsatisfactory. 
me and violence. Back again to the old prison oe oD RL May ieee Ns A a 
ty with the curse of Qain, and/ ground 
) fs pct tyranny as an. outcast, a wanton through WM. 0. DAVIS (late of “ Bedford's,” Fenchurch 
by aa my own. My love for that woman has Street, B.0,), the Brixtonian Bookseller, Stathener, 
“, rain, and I have hecome Fortune's play. and Tebsorsmiat, 0, Rebsart Strest, Briztes, @.W. 0. 
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PAGE FIFTEEN 


REBUKING A FLIRT. 


Mrs. Plainface: I have an old coat, which, 
though somewhat worn, is still quite good. Would 
you like to have it? 

Miss Flirtie: What. Do you mean to insinuate 
that I would wear one of your cast-off garments? 

Mrs. Plainface: I didn’t know but that you 
might. You seem to be trying to get my husband. 


MARRIED LOVE. 


By DR. MARIE STOPES. 
PRICE 6s. POST FREE. 

(post free) 3/6 
+e 5/6 


Wise Parenthood... 
Marriage and Birth Control 


The Control of Motherhood, by J.P. Gair ... ps 


Knowledge fora Young Woman __s, 
Knowledge for a Young Man in 
Marriage and Birth Control, by Brenda Barwon 6/6 
Love, Courtship and Marriage, x Thomas veree 6/6 
Love Ethics, by John Hurstcot .. we 3/6 
Wedded Love, by W. N. Willis .. se : 6/6 
Write or call. Messrs. A.S. REN NDEI L & Co., Pub. 
lishers, 8, Green St., Leicester Sq., London, W C. * 


CATALOGUE FREE 
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Pall instructions and descriptive pamphlets, 
Tins each 1/-, 1/9 2/¢ 


or from Sole Menufacturers 
(post free, 1/4, 2/8, 3/8.) 


B. Winstows & Sons, Ltd, 
™ 190/101, Shoe Lane, London, E.G.4 


Linen Permanently Protected, 


JOHN BOND’S - 
““CRYSTAL PALACE” 
MARKING INK. 


Is FOR EVER INDELIBLE. 
FoR USE ONeTEE OR WITHOUT =. 


VER KIND IS PREFERRED 
Of all deateake, Chemists & Stores. ts ‘eis, 


Ceorecmon. Used in the Royal Households. 
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mM LARK’S * ANCHOR” Tureaps are unrivalled for 
sey every kind of Washable Embroidery, fine or bold, as 
Nt di) for Knitted Jumpers, Sports Hats, Gloves, Stockings 

41 and Scarves. There are special threads for EACH in 
white and lovely fadeless colours. They have silky smoothness, are strong 


and even'and easy to work. Obtainable at all Drapers and Needlework Depéts, 
with patterns, transfers and leaflets of instruction. 


“ Ancnor” Threads are seven in number : 


COTON A BRODER VELVENO 
STRANDED COTTON FLOX 
FILOSHEEN FIL D’ECOSSE 


‘FLOSS EMBROIDERY 
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